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grandeur of her simple spirit than the kings and queens
of this world. Yet her breast is not entirely insensible to
human feeling, nor her faith never liable to waver. When
that inexorable vengeance, which had shut her ear against
the voice of mercy to the enemies of France, is suspended
at the sight of Lionel, and her heart experiences the first
touch of mortal affection, a baleful cloud overspreads the
serene of her mind; it seems as if Heaven had forsaken her,
or from the beginning permitted demons or earthly dreams
to deceive her. The agony of her spirit, involved in end-
less and horrid labyrinths of doubt, is powerfully portrayed.
She has crowned the king at Rheims; and all is joy, and
pomp, and jubilee, and almost adoration of Joanna: but
Joanna's thoughts are not of joy. The sight of her poor
but kind and true-hearted sisters in the crowd, moves her
to the soul. Amid the tumult and magnificence of this
royal pageant, she sinks into a reverie; her small native
dale of Arc, between its quiet hills, rises on her mind's eye,
with its straw-roofed huts, and its clear greensward; where
the sun is even then shining so brightly, and the sky is so
blue, and all is so calm and motherly and safe. She sighs
for the peace of that sequestered home; then shudders to
think that she shall never see it more. Accused of witch-
craft, by her own ascetic melancholic father, she utters no
word of denial to the charge; for her heart is dark, it is
tarnished by earthly love, she dare not raise her thoughts
to Heaven. Parted from her sisters; cast out with horror
by the people she had lately saved from despair, she wan-
ders forth, desolate, forlorn, not knowing whither. Yet she
does not sink under this sore trial: as she suffers from
without, and is forsaken of men, her mind grows clear and
strong, her confidence returns. She is now more firmly
fixed in our admiration than before ; tenderness is united to